LAST IMPRESSIONS

After the reading he was presented with a bronze portrait medal, 'Our
Titian of Limnerslease', as Mary called it. Then the president of the Arts
and Crafts Society came forward with another address. In the afternoon
there was a large children's party.

A fortnight later he was persuaded to attend a concert in honour of
himself and Joachim. He let Mary know he hoped it would give as much
pleasure to others as it was misery for himself. Once there, however, .he
chatted away very happily with Burne-Jones and the evening passed off
well Back at Limnerslease he received a laurel wreath by the post at
breakfast. He was delighted when a child who was staying in the house
placed it on her head.

M

clt was quite a new life for him', Mary wrote of a visit to Scotland, 'and
we made many expeditions. One was very memorable. The oldest crofter
on the place, in his ninety-second year, had confided to my brother that
before he died he would like to go just once more to the top of "dear Dun-
vardil" and my brother was bent on getting Signor up to this high point
also. It is a beacon pile, one of a chain that traverses Scotland, and upon
which the Fiery Cross once blazed from South to North.

*We had a glorious day and after luncheon in a cool green glade, the
party numbering twenty, set forth single-file up the narrow track of the
ascent. Signor, the old crofter, and another of the party were mounted.
Signer's great black horse, borrowed from a farm near, looked like a war-
horse of the Middle Ages, and the riders helped to make the string of pil-
grims through the deep fern look all the more picturesque.

*The rock holds its bare glittering head "in the illimitable air", and the
wild goats live in its caves and hollows; on one side it drops steeply in the
brown river at its foot. It is connected with the Cuchulain Saga by the story
of The Three Sons o/Usnach, Deirdre, the wife of the eldest brother Naoise,
having left her name to the rock, "Hill of Dearduil" while Naoise in all
probability became Loch Ness. The old crofter, James Gow, told us that
day that the rock was once the castle of a princess. When the three sons
went back to the false king and to death in Ireland, Deirdre, having fore-
told their doom, sang her lament, weeping as she looked back on Scotland.

Beloved is the land that yonder land,
Albion full of woods, full of lochs,
Sore is my heart to be leaving thee:
But I follow Naoise.

*Some forty feet from the top the riders dismounted and the three horses
were left in a patch of green mountain grass, which I remember was

144